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Soon we were bowling along in a convoy decked from end to end with red berets, making all pretence at secrecy seem utterly absurd. Pedestrians stared at us apathetically. Here and there schoolchildren, snailing to school, paused on the pavement delighted at the hold-up by such a long procession, waving innocent hands. There was a biting cold wind, and we were all grateful when, after a long and chilly ride, we finally debouched on to the airfield.
Scores of gliders were drawn up on the field in serried rows. Many had their snouts raised and were beginning to swallow jeeps and small guns pushed up ramps into their rapacious jaws. I found that I had been assigned to a glider under command of a captain with a double-barrelled name who was attached to a mysterious organisation called "Phantom." Whenever I asked anybody what "Phantom" was, his face usually formed slowly into an expression of utmost horror and dismay, and he uttered a long-drawn whistle.
"Well, you've had it," he would say.
"But what is it?" I would insist.
"Well, I don't quite know," the Jonah would say, "but you've had it."
The most I could ever glean was that it was their job to acquire information about enemy dispositions and intentions and take it back to headquarters.
Captain Double-Barrelled was a charming, cultured man, upon whom the responsibility of having an unarmed correspondent as passenger weighed heavily. His problem was that the glider had to carry a jeep. This had to be lashed in the middle, which meant that passengers in the rear would have no connection or communication with those in the nose. As the jeep was itself heavily laden and had a trailer attached, also packed with gear, the glider could only take half a dozen persons. Captain D-B was the soul of courtesy, but was obviously not keen 011 taking me.
Frankly, I did not care much about this arrangement either. I thought I should prefer to be as near as possible to General Bols and the radio transmitter which P.R. were taking with them. Also there seemed a distinct possibility We rejoiced at being able to get out of the camp for a while and jumped almost light-heartedly into a jeep at the camp entrance,. If the weather is unfavourable, theram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
